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O"NEAL, THE GREAT. 





A.G.T.I. 


SCENE I.—Rendezvous of the Irish chief on the banks of the Fama River— 
_ stupendous hills rising in the distance from the opposite bank of the river. The 


banner of O'NEAL planted u. 0. ; upon it is the inscription, ‘‘ Faugh a 
Ballagh.’’ Music. Daybreak—as the curtain rises the light slowly increases 


on the hills, till the whole scene takes the appearance of clear sunrise. Watch- 


Jires on the decline. [This should be done with border lights.| The Irish 
soldiers are discovered reposing in various groups—sentinels posted on the 
bank of the river. The chiefs McManon, O’Rovuxr and McGuire, 
wrapped in watch cloaks, discovered leaning on their battle-axes in picturesque 
altitudes. McMauon advances to the symphony. 


McMahon [Solo] Arouse! arouse! day is breaking, 
Morning brightens yonder hills 

Let freemen’s thoughts be waking, 
While glory every bosom fills! 


Solo, O’RovKE advancing. 


Arouse! arouse! day is breaking, 
Morning brightens yonder hills ; 
Let freemen’s thoughts be waking, 
While glory every bosom fills! [Jen begin to rise. 


Both Rouse, comrades, rouse, and quickly hie ; 
Liberty win or nobly die ! 
Liberty! Liberty! 
Liberty win or nobly die! 
[The Souprers all start up. 
CHORUS. 


Rouse, comrades, rouse, and quickly hie, 
Liberty win or nobly die! 
Liberty, liberty! win or nobly die! 


They all brandish their weapons, and the Soupiers form on tL. 
O’ Rouke [c.] Chiefs and soldiers, another day is breaking o’er our 


heads. May it prove proviticus te our cause. The hardy sons of 
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Erin are now assembling in all their strength, and by one mighty 
effort will they shake off the yoke of servitude that has galled our 
necks for years. 

McG Evil betide the son of Erin who would desert a cause s0 noble 
and so just. 

McM Chief after chief arouses at the call ; and here we await the 
young O’Brien, the noble descendant of Limerick’s ancient Kings, , 
who boldly ventures all for his country’s good! [Distant ] 
Hark! from yonder hills I hear their approach. [SOLDIERS seen on 
the hill.| And see, they come. 


Music loud. The sept of O’Brien are seen descending the hills through the 
winding passes, until they reach the opposite bank ; then they file off B. 
O’BRIEN appears on the hill, and descends when the Sompiers are off. 


CHORUS AND MARCH. 


They come, they come: behold, they come- 
O’Brien and his band so brave. 

Sound the trumpet and strike the dtum : 
The chieftain comes his home to save! 


T he chorus is repeated until My clan has marched, countermarched and hard 
, then the following 


CHORUS 
Hail, O’Brien, hail! So! 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! [ Flourish. 
Enter Tortoau and Murroa es and go down R. » LO by O’ Brien, 
ho stops ©. 


O’B Liberty to the children of Erin, and Jouteatial to the inva- 
ders of her shores. 

Ali Huzza! 

McM Welcome, noble chief; thy presence gives confidence to our 
cause. A groaning people take up arms to defend their homes. We 
are prepared to live or die for Ireland’s liberty. 

O’B And thus resolved, victory will crown our arms, and Ireland 
cast off oppression’s bonds, and be free and happy. From Ulster in 
the north, to Munster in the south, ay, from Leinster in the east, to 
Connaught in the west, there is but one universal cry, ‘* Liberty or 
death!’’ [Crossing to x. and back toc.) and as the shout swells upon 
the air, ’tis echoed from mountain to valley, while the devouring 
lion of England recoils in terror before the burning vengeance of a 
people struggling to be free. 

O’R Noble O’Brien, lead on to the battle-field. We are prepared 
to die for our country’s good. 

, itd And perish the wretch who would desert his country to aid 
er foes. 

O’B Behold this scroll. [Unrolls a scroll.| Here are the names en- 
rolled of all the chiefs who are sworn to this holy cause. [Gazing on 
the scroll] Ye gallant band of patriots! heroes of Hrin! let Europe 





ee 


die. 
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read your names and praise your deeds! Let tyrants quail and 
tremble as they read! Here will they find inscribed O’ Neal the 
Great, descended from O’Connor’s princely race, the rightful heir to 
Treland’s ancient kings. Next comes the brave and gallant Des- 
mond, the richest noble of the land, who perils all, and ventures 
boldly heart and hand for his country’s freedom. And _here’s 


_O Donnel, M’Carthy, O'Donoghue, and a host of others who are 
sworn to die rather than live the slaves of England’s ruthless queen. 


[They all shout. 
O'R Lead, O’Brien, to the field: we are resolved to conquer or to 


O’ B. Heaven grant that ye may live, and live in freedom. Four 
centuries now are past, since first the Norman banner waved in 
triumph o’er our peaceful land. That curse of Ireland, McMurrogh, 
“twas, who first induced the grasping and ambitious Britton to in- 


“vade our shores. Our sires, those true begotten sons of Erin, dis- 


puted inch by inch, and man to man. The brave O’Conner, Con- 


naught’s valient king, died nobly in the sacred cause, but still he 
left behind an unconquered spirit and a rich legacy of hatred, which 


has passed from generation to generation, ever to be cherished by 


-Treland’s sons while one of the accursed race survive to blast the 


land with his detested presence. [Crosses and back to 0. By this the sun 


‘shines full upon the scene.| But see, the day advances. Let’s march to 


meet the king, and join our power to his, and thus united we'll 
strike the decisive blow which must make us slaves or freemen ! 


Puanrie of the Glen, singing without, Uv. B. L. 


** Remember the glories of Brian the brave, 
Tho’ the days of the hero are o’er ; 
Though lost on Mononia and in the cold grave, 
He returns to Kinkora no more!’’ 


Sentinel. (Outside, u. 5. u.] Are you friend or foe? 

Pha A friend till ould Ireland and a foe to Norman. 

O’ B. Let him pass. 

Pha |ntering.| The blessings of Saint Patrick an all the blessed 
Saints in the calendar on O’Brien and the liberty of ould Ireland. 
[Down u. c.] Phadrig will fight for that same till their middoge 
prick him as full of holes as ould Molly Mollony’s riddle, and thin 
I'd not be afther houlding the meat and the whisky whin that was 
the case. 

OB {c] Speak at once. What tidings do you bring us? 

Pha Long life till you, my lord, Och! but ye’ll have to fight like 
the divil. Sure, isn’t that Sir John Norris already marching for the 
big pass of the mountains wid a whole army of dem hungry spalpeens 
at his heels. 

OB Are you sure? 

Pha Sure! An’ sure, havn’t I jist slipped out of their clutches, 
and be damned to the dirty blackguards. Sure, didn’t they take 
Phadrig a prisoner ; an’ sure, didn’t they try to make me tell wha 
I knew about the lads of the bog. : 


bd 
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O’B Surely thou dids’t not speak ! . 

Pha Divila word! Faith, I was as dumb as the parish priest of 
Killarney after his glass of punch. Faith, an’ 1 watched my chance, 
an’ whin it was dark maybe I didn’t give ’em the slip, if they did 
make me fast to the three. By the powers, Phadrig is not the boy 
to be caught in a trap by the blackguards ; but before I left them I 


just give one of dem spalpeens a taste of dis bit of a soul extractor, — 


[showing dirk] so the good-for-nothing divils couldn’t be after saying 
I was too ill-mannered not to leave my card behind, and it wint 
straight in his ribs as easy as it wud intil the throat of a sucking pig. 

O’ B Didst discover where O’ Neal is quartered with his forces ? 

Pha I did that same ; and it’s not far ye’ll have to march till ye’ll 
find him. He’s snug in the ould eastle, wid as fine a set of the boys 
as ever supped whisky from a pannikin, or handled a shillelah. 

OB id the Lady Elinor—is she with her father? 

Pha | Winking his eye} Whist! [Confidentially| An’ shure she’s afther 
longing for yer honor, jist as a cat does for crame, and Judy, her 
maid, is the same for myself. 

O’B {Calling} Torlogh, hence to our chief, O’Neal, and say we'll 
join him within the hour, away! ([TortoaH crosses behind, and goes 
vu. t. x.] Phadrig, go you and bear to the Lady Elinor my loye and 
duty. [ Retires up. 

Pha Fate, an’ I’ll be afther bearing a big lump of love ae 
till her ladyship, an’ at the same time I'll be afther teaching Judy 
love and duty, long life till the starling, in the most illegant manner 
possible ; an’ that’ll be wid an Jrishman’s salute on her cherry lips, 


that’s sweeter than butthermilk fresh from the churn. Whoop! ; 


long life to the O’Briens and the O’Roukes, the McMahons, the 
McGuires, whoop! an all the boys of the sod! [Cuts a caper.| Long 
life till ould Ireland, and the divil fly away wid the blackguards who 
would make slaves of the native sons of the bog. Sure, an if one 
of them spalpeens is afther throwing himself intil the way of Phad- 
rig of the Glen, fate, an’ he’ll taste a dose of an Irishman’s docther’s 
stuff, that would gripe him, the divil, like a cow wid the colic— 
whoop ! [Exit flourishing his knife, t. 
O’B | Advancing, c.| Chiefs and soldiers, lets on and join O’ Neal; 
then boldly march and meet the foe; and may the God of battles 
smile propitious on our arms, and give us strength to restore our 
groaning country to its once proud station among the nations of 
the earth. When forth we go, it shall be to death or victory. * 


Music. O’Brien takes the banner of O’Nuat, which «s given to him by one 
of the Orricers. Zhe Soupimrs shout ‘‘ Faugh a ballagh,’’ and marchin 
Sront of O’Brign, then all march up ©., and the scene closes. 


& 
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SCENE II.—A hall in the Castle. Doors 0. 
Jupy O’ Moors, singing ouéside, R. 


- Here’s a health to the friends that are far, 
Here’s a health to our friends that are near ; 
Here’s to those who rank first in war, . 
To the brave heart that never knew fear! 


Entering, B. 


y Then here’s to the friends all around 
The emblem of Erin’s rich soil, 
And, Oh! may they ever, when wanted, be found 
To stand by their own native isle. 
Then hurrah for the Emerald Isle. 


Jud Arrah, now, but I wish Phadrig would be afther returning. It’s 
afraid, I am, sure, that he’s fallen into the hands of dem spalpeens, 
the English soulgers. Fate, an’ if they would be harming a broth of 
a boy like him, sure, an’ I’d never spare one of the black-looking 
rascals that comes in my way. An’ there’s her ladyship in jist sich 
a hullabalo as myself about the young Prince O’Brien, long life till 
him, say I. Och! niver was so bright and beautiful darlints on the 
soil of green Erin! an’ fate, they are good as they are handsome 
an’ noble. Och! the blissings of all the saints be on them, an’ 
sure they desarve it. 

Lady Elinor | Outside, c.] Say to my father that I’ll join him anon. 
[Enters c. p.] Have you no tidings, Judith? 

Jud {x.] Not in the least, yer ladyship. 

Fill My fatker has received intelligence that the Engtish force is 
advancing towards the great pass of the mountains, and I fear me 
much they have intercepted the Prince O’Brien, who is on his way 
to join my father. 

Jud Fate, an’. it plase yer ladyship, they haven’t intercepted the 
prince widout a few broken heads in that same. 

El 1 know his daring—’tis that I fear. He’d rush to battle no 
matter what were the odds opposed. His gallant soul is fired with 
his country’s wrongs, and he is resolved to see her free or die in her 
defence. His nobie bearing and his generous heart won the daughter 
of O’Neal, and had she empires to bestow, with all her soul she’d 
lay them at O’Brien’s feet. [Crosses to R. 

Jud {u.| Fate, yer ladyship, an yer not afther doing more till the 
Prince O’Brien than Judy would till Phadrig of de Glen; an’ shure 
wasn’t he born on de O’Brien sod, an’ fate he’s de jewel of Judy’s 
heart among all de lads of de bog—but its mighty unaisy I’m afther 


being about the boys. | Trumpet L. 
Hi Hark! that trumpet announces the arrival of friend or foe— 
ray heaven it may be a friend. [Crosses to L. 


Pha {Outside u.| Lade the way, ye divil—its her ladyship I’m to 
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see. [Entering t., sees Exrnor} Och, yer ladyship, I'm afther coming 
—[Sees Judy] Whoop ! ! Judy, darlint, an’ is it yourself? ; 

Fl The Prince, Phadrig! Speak, is he safe? 

Pha Long life ‘till yer la: lyship, he is, an’ he’ll be wid ye before 
you.can say potheen. 

El Hes there been a battle? Is he hurt? 

Pha Divil-a scratch. Och! bad luck till the spalpeen that wud at- 
tempt such a thing. Faith, an’ he’d give ’em a bellyful of scratches 
shud dey cum in his way. Long life till him, say I, and the divil 
fly away wid his enemies 

Fl Hasten, Phadrig, to the watch-tower, and bring me word of 
his approach. 

Pha V1 do that ; but wid yer ladyship’s lave, Pll be afther taking 
that little sprig of shamrock that’s by yer side along wid me—| point- 
ing to Jupy|—just to kape away the faries. 

Jud If it plase yer ladyship, to kape off the witches and faries. 

Hl My heart is so full of happiness I cannot deprive thee of thine. 
Go, Judith. [Crosses to R. H. 

Jud ll do dat same, jist to kape off the faries. 

Pha Judy, honey, be aisy, and cum wid me, ye born divil, ye. 
Yer de apple of my eye, de honeysuckle of my delight, J a 
[Clucking her under the chin.] Och, ye little divil, but I'll live an’ 
in yer arms, and by de powers, I’ il be buried in yer heart. [Kisses her 

Jud Take another, Phady. 

Pha Cum along, an’ i’li take a hundred, and dat shall be mf way 
of desart. [ Exit Lb. H. 

El [Alone] Happy creatures! Alas! who knows but the morrow 
may bring grief and sadness. Our dearest friends in open arms 
against a powerful foe. The strife is doubtful. The God of battles 
guard us, and grant the wreath of victory to a down:trodden people 
and restore them to their once proud name. [Zrumpe.| Hark! he 
comes—the idol of my heart ! 


Enter O’ BRIEN, L. I. 


Welcome, 0 Brien—oh, welcome to this aching heart. 
[ Embraces Ni 

O’B Dearest Elinor, andam I once more happy in thy dear 
presence. ke. 

El Thou art safe. Before the altar will I pour forth thanks, and 
pray that thou mayest still be preserved and prosper in thy cause. 

OB And prayers from thee must sure prevail. Our own guard- 
ian saints will surely bless our cause. This groaning country for 
ages past has worn the chains of bondage. Now we rise in all our 
strength to shake them off, that we may once more tread the land 
our noble fathers trod, free and unshack led. . 

&i And in this fearful struggle, this contest for my country’s 
glory, my every hope is centered—father, brother, ahi a lover’s 
life—but should thine efforts fail, or shculds’t thou fall, one grave 
should hold us both. I’d not survive thee, no more than thou 
woulds’t thy country’s fall. 
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O’B Can I do aught but shed my heart’s best drop in these full 
veins for thee and freedom. Oh, no! My native land has risen 
beautiful in her strength. She has girded on the sword of valor, 
and with her iron heel will spurn the spurner from her soil. The 
loud summons of liberty and vengeance has gone forth amid the 
mountaineers. Shout, ye warriors of Erin, from your hills and echo 
back the inspiring sound. Shout for joy. Ye shall be free ; yeshall 
again—|crosses to R. u.|—feel glorious freedom. 

. i Oh! be thy words prophetic. Come weal or woe, victory or 
defeat, with true and faithful heart I'll follow thee through the 
world. 

O’'B Angelic girl—thy fond devotion relieves this aching heart, 
and hope now triumphant rises o’er the dark toreboding thoughts 
that once oppressed it. Come, dearest Elinor, we’ll seek thy fath- 
ers presence. ‘There the nobiest of the land are met in council, and 
e’re another day be past we meet the foe in mortal strife, and hea- 
ven grant our arms may prosper, as our cause is just. [zit R. H. 


~ 


SCENE IT1.—A wild pass between Monteghan and Enniskillen. Music— 
_ [Bnglish march|—Enter soldiers with the English banner, followed by Sir 
Henry BaGnat, Sir Jonun Norris and Denny, L. 0. 


Sir J (Looking over a scroll,| I have here intelligence that these 
rebel chiefs have fortified themselves in their strong hold in the 
mountain, and proclaimed that arch rebel, O’ Neal, their king. 

Sir H They little deem how futile will be their efforts to cope 
with us. 

Sir J Not so. Their resistance will be great, but their force un- 
equal to that we bring. ‘The Irish are a brave and hardy race, and 
had they but equal means with us, I fear our efforts would prove 
abortive. 

Sir H Elizabeth, our royal mistress, is resolved to humble ail those 
chiefs that have presumed to raise rebellion’s standard and defy her 

ower. 
. Sir J I am well assured that they mean to give us battle by to- 
morrow’s sun. I’ve ordered up all our force, and am prepared to 
mect them. We'll reach their hold amid the mountains, and success 
will crown our arms. 

Sir H No doubt of that, Sir John. 

Sir J Brandon, bear this scroll to the Earl of Essex. ’Tisan order 
to advance with speed. Away! [zit BRANDON with order, L.] Now 
forward to view the ground, and so dispose the troops as will ensure 
success to England’s arms. [ Musice—Hxeunt R. 

Denny { Without u.| Forward ! 

, Bacon | Without] I can’t, I’m tired, [They entert.] and so hungry. 

Den Forward, I say, or I'll leave you to be devoured by the wild 
Irish of the mountains. ’Tisa long time since they have fed upon 
as fat a morsel as you will make. 
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Bae I want to eat, I don’t want to be eaten. I’m so hungry—I’m 
completely blown. "Whoever thought our commander would have 
ventured into these infernal mountains—it gives me a wonderful 
appetite—for I’m so hungry. 

Den Cur commander, Sir John, is hunting the Irish rebels, and if 
he finds their borough, ‘he'll give ’em pepper for supper. 

Bac 1 say, they might give us pepper for supper, and it might 
turn out too hot for our digestive organs. Oh dear, I’m too fat for 
these forced marches, especially when the road lies up hill—and I’m 
so hungry. 

Den I’ve no doubt you'd rather go down than up. 

Bae You're right, I would—especially when we are surrounded by 
such a wild set of devils as these Irish are. Have you forgotten our 
prisoner last night? The rascal cut himself loose with a dagger he 
had concealed, then stuck it into the sentinel that guarded him, with 
as little remorse as I would a fork into a fat capon, and got clean 
off. It makes the blood creep up my back in cold chills when I 
think what dangers I’ve encountered, for the glory of my country, 
and how hungry I’ve gone. 

Den Yes, and you'll leave your fat carcass to feed the starving 
devils that live in these mountains, and be sure of it, they’ll eat 
you without salt. 

Bac And they’ll be sure to catch me—I’m too ponderous to run. 
I say, don’t leave me—I’]l get into the middle of the camp; then, 
perhaps, I may escape. Come, let’s be off, for I’m so hungry. 

Den You look as if you were starving! Ha! ha! ha! 

Bae Why, I’ve eaten so little and marched so much that I’ve lost 
flesh by the pound. 

Den You've enough to spare. Come along. [Exit RB." 

Bae Enough to spare—I believe you. [Misses Denny.| What, 
gone. Hollo, Denny. Stop—on!—I’mso hungry! 

{ Waddles off, R. H. 


$ 


SCENE IV.—A large hall in castle. A throne on ther. Musie—[St. Pat- 
rick’s Day|—Enler Turtoe and Murroa heading the sept of O’ Brien, 
and from. H., followed by the clans of O’Rouxs, &c., and last by the 
clan of O’ Nzat, which forms R. H., each with their respective banners. 
When they are "formed, then enter McGurrz, O’Rovuxg, O’ Dorner, Mc 
Manon, Desmonp, Huan O’Nzat, 0’ BRIEN, and last, O’Neat. A 
Jlourish as he enters. ’Nzax on the throne. Everybody R. H. 


O' Neal [Standing in front of throne] Sons of heroes! Tis glorious 
to behold ye thus equipped for war. Our ancient foe, that scourge 
of Ireland these hundred years, have once more resolved to load us 
with the galling weight of fetters. Our fathers, in ages past, dis- 
puted every foot they gained on Erin’s shore, and think ye thejr 
spirits within their sacred tombs would rest in peace did their 
children basely submit to this yoke of bondage? No! does not the 
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_ game blood that raised old Ireland’s name run in our veins, beat at 


our hearts, and fire pur souls with glory? Think of the glories of 
Brian, the brave. Did he not nobly die on Clontorf’s bloody field, 
fighting for his country’s freedom. By his sacred name we swear to 
die, a worthy heir of Erin’s ancient fame, rather than live a slave 
‘to England’s tyrant’'Queen. Let us banish all thought else save a 
deliverance from our thraldom, amd vengeance on our country’s 
haughty foes ! & 

Des There spoke the soul Erin’s honor. Every heart in unison 
with thy brave resolve beats high with patriotic ardor. Great O’ Neal, 
every voice confirms thy pledge! 

All For death or freedom ! . 

O’B And may that sacred power who sways the will of men keep 
Ireland safe amid the shock of time ; may it spread o’er our country 
its protecting shield, and go before us in resistless war ; may it fire 
every bosom with patriotic zeal, and nerve our arms in battle to fall 
in deadly vengeance on these base invaders of our happy homes. 


Enter a Page, c. 
Page The Princess Elinor. 
Music. Enter Ex1nor, BR. 3 £., attended by Lavizs. 


O’N Welcome, thou joy of thy father’s age. [Embraces her.] Ah! 
I see the still an infant, even as I received thee from thy mother’s 
arms. Amid her tears she smiled, as I kissed and blessed thee, child, 
The English banner waved in triumph o’er the land—I left thy 
mother within my ancestral halls, to meet the foe. In life I ne’er 
beheld her more. ~  [ Weeps. 

El And thou hast been father, mother, all to me; and be sure thy 
child would not forfeit the claim to thy paternal love for all the . 
wealth and honors the wide world contains. 

O’N My noble child! Chiefs, your pardon, look upon this helpless 
girl—no protector now save an aged sire. 

O’ B {u.] Your pardon, sire ; the daughter of 0’ Neal has a protector 
in every loyal Irish heart, and should aught of danger threaten, the 
sword of O’Brien will be her defence, though a legion should op- 


ose. 
‘ O’D {r., Sneeringly| Mighty sir, methinks there are other swords 
as ready to protect our princess in danger’s hour as that of the 
O’Brien, nor with such loud boasting urge their heroism. 

O’B Boasting! [Starting furiously] Dare the O’Donnel raise his 
voice to insult O’Brien? Ere this I have marked his moody brow. 
Methinks, if he were wronged, his sword were a better weapon than 
the tongue. And if he dare, let him come backed by his clan—He’ll 
find O’Brien’s sword shall maintain its master’s honor. 

O’D [Drawing] Lef it protect its master now! 


Chord. O’Brien draws. As they are about to engage, O'NEAL inlerposes, 
c. Exinor clings to O’Briun. A movement among CHIEFS. 


J 
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O’'N Chieftains, desist! Do you forget your country, to engage 
in private feud? O’Brien, sheath your sword. [O’Brmmn obeys. 
O’Dennel, do thou the same. [O’Donnety hesitates.]| I comman 
. thee! [He obeys. 
0’ D O'Neal, one word from thee will end our feud. Thy daughter 


—bestow her upon O’Donnel; ’tis her alone I seek. My ancestors 


boast a name as proud, ay, even as the great O’ Brien’s. 

OB [Touching his sword| Come to the field. O’Brien’s sword shall 
let the hot O’ Donnel’s blood. 

0’ D You'll find me there, be sure on’t. [Zo O’Nuau.| First, thy 
answer. 

O’N O'Donnel, thy insolenee has caused us pain. Retire, nor 
think my daughter could e’re be thine. 

O’D Fair Elinor, to thee I appeal. 

Hl O'Donnel, the grave would be more welcome than the marriage 
couch, it shared with thee Nay, I fear not thy frowns. The 
daughter of O’ Neal cannot stoop to bandy further words with such 
as thou. 

O’N Thou’rt answered, chief. 

O’D [Going up c.] Farewell, O’Neal. [Haughtily.] For thee, 
O’Brien, we meet no more as friends, but foes, mortal foes, even un- 
to death. And so, farewell. [ Music— Exit r. 8. 

O’B [Motions Tortoau to follow. ToriocH exit rR. 3.] Soon, O’ Neal, 
the trump will sound to arms, and we march forth to battle. E’re 
that, I beseech thee, here in the presence of thy assembled court, I 
pray thee to betroth thy daughter to me, the object of her choice. 
I like not the dark looks of yonder savage man. With thy sanction 
to call her mine, ’twill ease my heart and give me strength to de- 
fend her in peril’s hour. 

O’N Speak, daughter! Is Limerick’s noble prince thy choice? 

El [Aside] Why fails my heart. [Aloud] My noble father, the 
descendant of Ireland’s ancient kings cannot mate beneath her sta- 
tion, yet were the Prince O’Brien deprived of title, lands and power 
—were he a wandering beggar on a foreign shore, thy daughter 
would not think herself debased by uniting her heart and hand with 
him whose all is cast for his country’s glory. 

O’N [oc] O’Brien, thy father died nobly by my side, battling for 
his country’s freedom. With his expiring breath he bequeathed his 
son to me. Now shalt thou be doubly mine. Take my daughter. 
Take this last remembrance of my murdered wife—murdered by 
these English plunderers. [ Violent.) Oh! that day of blood—of 
blood yet unatoned—my castle stormed—my wife, dear idol of my 
soul, slaughtered—my child borne by ruffian hands to the rampart’s 
edge—God’s—with fury my falchion struck through opposing foes 
till I reached the wretch who would have hurled her into the wate 
moat beneath. With one fell blow I struck the coward murderer 
to my feet a lifeless corse. [Pause.| From*his expiring arms I 
snatched my child, and like the maddened tiger, through opposing 
hosts, from fire and sword, from wreck and ruin, bore her im triumph 
to our native wilds! 





t 
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~ El ’Twas a deed worthy of O'Neal. 
OB And deany shall that foe repay the dreadful wrong. 
ON Prince, I here betroth ber to thee. [Zhey kneel before him. 


With a faltering voice| ’Tis indeed a pang to yield her. My child, 


sweet solace of my widowed heart, through years which else I had 
not lived, but for thee and my dear afflicted country. Forgive me, 
prince, a father’s heart must feel. Let it pass. I here resign her to 
thee. Oh, be thou to her in peril’s hour her father, husband, friend ; 
and may heaven reward thee with its choicest blessings. 

| Unites their hands, and retires up 0. ELINOR rises. 

O’B Beloved Elinor, here receive my plighted faith. When I am 
perjured, come the general wreck of all, and for the hated crime 
pour on my head the deadliest influence of avenging heaven. Here, 
on this fair hand, I seal the holiest vow was ever registered of eter- 
nallove! . 

4 Prince, in presence of this host of warriors, and the flower of 
Ireland’s chivalry, I cast aside all maiden diffidence, and thus, 
|Aneeling] before high heaven’s throne, record my vow to thee! 
“Lis pledged ! henceforth my kin, my followers, shall be thine, mine 
Shall be thy friends, and mine thy foes. [Rises.] Go forth to battle, 
drive our invaders hence, and free thy native land ; and shouldst 


_ thou’fall in Ireland’s holy cause, within a cloister’s cell ’11 end my 
_ days in prayer, that I may join thee in that blest abode where angels 


dwell in harmony and love. 

O’B Angelic girl, let my country once be free, and days of bliss 
will be ours. 

Ei May Heaven guard thee in the hour of danger, and crown 
your arms with conquest. [Music. She motions Paar, who goes off 
R.15., and wnmediately returns with the banner of the harp. She takes itt.) 
Behold this emblem of your country’s glory. Chief, deign to accept 


it from the hands of her who wrought it. Bear it to the field of 


strife, and as ye behold it waving o’er your heads, think how often, 
in ancient days, it has been crowned with victory. Receive it, and 
may the God of battles smile upon your efforts, and crown your 
brows with victorious wreaths [flourish. All shout and brandish their 
weapons. She gives the banner to O,Brien.| Let Ireland’s warriors re- 
member the days of yore, when Danish hosts beset our peaceful 
homes—like them, brave warriors, upon England's crest let fall the 
avenging blade, and show to Europe’s despots that you will not live 
as slaves, but rather die in freedom ! 
[ Music. She exits r., followed by ladies. 

O’N Worthy and noble friends, this day decides our fate. Either 
our country rises from her ruins, or from her proudest height of 
glory falls. 

Des |Crosses to c.| With sufferance have we borne our injuries. 
Our power is strong ;, the motive will inspire us. Let us chastise 
oppression and redeem our honor. Think, chiefs and warriors, 
shall we walk the earth at large, and breath the air in common with 


‘England’s slaves, where nature gave us all a right to freedom. 


[Orosses to L. 
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O’B Sons of Erin ; patriots in liberty’s holy cause. For centuries 
past has rapacious England spread her blood-stained banner o’er 
our land, and hostile feet profane the soil. The foe already boast 
of their proud conquest made, and with force superior now defy us 
to the field, but e’er another day be past we'll teach them that hea-— 
ven protects a righteous cause, and Ireland’s gallant sons will, like 
freemen conquer or like freemen die. 


Enter PaGE, L. v. B., and down tL. 


Page The O’Donnel, with his sept, have joined the foe, who now 
advance towards the mountain’s pass. 

O’B Let O’Donnel go. We want no traitors in our ranks. Re- 
member, soldier’s for Ireland’s liberty, we’ll rise in glory or fall in 
fight. Before you lie the enemy—behind your wives, children, and 
your homes. Justice is our shield—our object, liberty! (Takes the 
banner of the Harp.| Let this inspire you to heroic deeds. Charge 
upon the foe, and o’er our mangled bodies they must advance e’re 
Ireland is again enslaved, Let us 


With hearts united take the patriot stand 
To die, or conquer for our native land. [Musie—tableau. 


SCENE V.—A hall in the castle. Enter Jepy, RB. 


Judy Fate, an’ it’s a beautiful hulabaloo you’re afther gittin your- 
self into, J udy, my darlint; an’ it’s the princess herself, that’s about 
to make a man of herself and be off till the field of battle. Och, 
sure, an’ I shall never see her agin. She'll be kilt entirely, an’ i 
not to spake about it. Och, hone—what will become of Judy if de 
inimy shud be after takin’ her off. Sure, an’ I shud go dead, intire- 
ly. Oh, 0-0-0. [Orying. 

Enter PHADRIG, L. 


Phad Be aisy wid dat. 

Jud Oh, 0-0-0. Phady, darlint, I’m kilt, intirely. 

Pha By the jabers, but ye’re making a mighty loud noise for a 
pursen that’s dead and waked. What’s the mather honey? Is it 
affeard of dem foreign divils that ye are? Sure it’s parfectly safe 
that ye are wid me. Whoo! wont I fight dem English blackguards 
—the divil roast and pitch ’em into the sea, I say ; for you’re my 
litile honeysuckle of Killala—ay, by the holy poker, as long ag 
Phadrig can sip the crayther or handle a shillelah. 

Jud Sure, Phady, an’ it’s yerself that’ll be kilt intirely. An’ 
sure, they’ll murther us all, so they will. Och, the barbarous 
blood hunters. 

Pha Sure, an’ haven’t we as brave a set of boys as ever swung a 
a shillelah or handled a firelock. There’s King O’Neal and the 
brave O’Brien, the blessings of all the saints, Saint Patrick intil the 
bargain, be on him an’ all the rest of the same kidney. Sure, wont 
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they fight till the bones in the body of every divil of them is ground 
to powther. Whoo! let the spalpeens cum.on; by the powers we'll 
teach em that ould Iveland can’t be conquered by a foreign foe as 
long as one of the boys of the sod are left alive. Whoo! and they 


will see that we’ll die on the land of our birth before yielding till a 


she divil of a tyrant. 
Jud And, fate, the women of.ould Ireland wud take arms in their 


™ hands as in days of old dey did against the Danes, and die upon the 


weepon of the foe before submitting to his will. 

Pha Whoo! ye ’re the jewel of Phady’s heart, an’ he’ll stick till 
ye in dis world an’ be by yer side in de nixt. If he don’t may St. 
Patrick twist his neck, as he did the snakes an’ toads. 

Jud Och! Phady, yer after saying dat to blarney a poor girl. Sure 
you'd be saying swate things till the first girl you’d meet after I 
was away from yer sight. 

Pha Be aisy wid dat, now. Judy, my darlint, when Phady Mul- 
rowney gives his word till a man, it’s as sacred an’ thrue as iver was 
the sarmint that St. Pathrick preached ; but whin he’s afther pledg- 
ing his faith till the girl of his heart, an’ he breaks that same, thin 
ye may cut his body into inch pieces, and tear his heart out of him, 
that ye may see what ye’ll seldom find—the fountain of deceit in 


the bosom of an Irishman. 


Jud An’ shure I belave it, Phaddy [Embrace] an’ it’s yerself must 
do yer duty as a man, and fight for the soil of ould Ireland agin the 
inimy. 

Pha An’ may the divil fly away with meif Idon’t. Sure, now, 
don’t I wish you and her ladyship were away from dis. 

' Jud Sure, it’s here I’d be. The princess wants to be near the 
O’Brien, for she’s afther loving him just the same as I’m loving you. 

Pha An’ he’s afther returning dat same love as I am till yerself, 
ye swate little daffydowndilly of the sod. [Kisses her] Whoop! 

Judy What are ye at, ye divil, ye? 

Pha Ym afther sipping the nectar of delight from the lips of a 
sprig of shillelah. [Zrwmpet u.] Now, honey, I must be off. 

Jud Take care of yerself, Phady, darlint. ; 

Pha V1l do that thing, darlint, don’t you be unaisy. Sure, I was 
niver born to be killed by an Englishman—an’ by the powers, I'll 
fight the divils till I’m cut into inch pieces before I’]1l1 be owning the 
English queen for my misthress. Come wid me to the castle gate, 
Judy—an’ ye may take yer davy that Phady will be kilt inthirely 
before a foreign foe shall conquer the home where he was born! 
Whoo! Faugha ballagh! glory to ould Ireland, and confusion to 
her enemies ! [ Exeunt L. 
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SCENE VI.—The great pass of Slievh Buy, with a terrific torrent dashing 
down among the rocks—the Pass isin ©., the rocks to a great height practica- 
ble—the Irish banner on a rock inside the pass. Drums and trumpets, gu 
&c. IntsH—shouting ‘‘Faugh a ballagh.’’ Enariso—shouling ‘* St. Geo 
Sor England.” The English party, led by Str Jonn Norris a7 
O’ Donne, enter tL. 1 B., and advance and fire into the pass, then charg 
They are repulsed by O’Brien, DesmMonp, and party, and driven off RB. 
and L. When they are off, BAcon enters alarmed, without knowing which 
way lo go—PHADRIG rushes out of the pass, and with his shillelah beats 
him and knocks him down—-Puannic hits him several times, and rolls him 
over—shouts, &c.— PHADRIG rushes into the fight t.—Bacon, after dodging 
several times, gets up and runs off t. Enter O’ Brien fighting BRANDON 
and Denny—after a desperate combat, they knock him down R.—as they are 
about to dispatch him, Exanor, disguised as a Kyiaut, enters with sword 
and shield, and catches the blows aimed at O’ Brien on her shield—Picture. 
O’Brien recovers and engages DENNY and Ex1nor engages BRANDON, and 
beat them off vu. u. B. Enter Bacon, pursued by Puapria, who is beating 
him—he seizes Bacon and throws him into the torrent, where he struggles 
until the end of act. Enter Evinor, fighting with Sir Joan Norris— 
she disarms him ; he sinks on his knee in submission—two ENGLIsH SOLDIERS 
rush on and seize Exinor, and by direction of Sir Joun drag her off R. 
T he ENGuIsH party now enter and force the passage, and meet the Irish on 
the rocks—the InisH, man to man, seize them and hurl them into the torrent. 
O’Brien, O’Neat, Hucnu, Desmonp, and O’Rovuxe contend in front 
with Sir Jonny, Sir Henry, O’Donnet, Brannon, and Denny, m set 
combat. At the close of it, O’Brien beats off Str Joun, R.~ -DEsMonD 
beats off O’ Donne, L. At this moment, an EnauisH Kniaut rushes out 
of the pass with the Irisu banner, which he has taken “from the rock. 
O’Brien rushes to him, cuts him down in the c., and takes the banner— 
DeEsMOND enters with the Enauisu banner L. 2 8., throws it down L. C., and 
places his foot on it. The Inisu party victorious. SoLpreRs shouting on 
the rocks. 


AOL. Fede 


SCENE I.—The waterfall, &c. as at the end of the first act, the Irish banner 
floating above the pass. Music. O’Nwat, O’Brrex, Huan, Desmonn, 
McGuire, McManon, O’Rovuxs, Tortoa, and Murtoa discovered. The 
Chiefs are directing soldiers who are bearing the dead and dying away from 








the field. As the curtain rises the tableau of the battlefield after the fight 


is formed, Distant trumpets and drums now heard. Several sentries are 
stationed on the peaks overlooking the distance. O’Nuau advances from the 
pass, ©. 


O’ Neal Let Ireland’s sons rejoice, the foe is conquered ; too long 
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‘have Erin’s shores been deluged by her children’s blood. Heaven 
has smiled upon our arms and thus united our cause must prosper. 
[ Shouts, &§e. 

_ O Brien My liege ’tis inspiring to behold our gallant countrymen 

N arms: as they view the bloody field with shouts their voices rend 

~ the air, and with eager hearts they call upon their king tolead them 

on and complete this glorious conquest. 

* O’N Nor shall they call in vain ; tho’ weight of years do bend my 
body down, my heart is firm as our native oak ; forth we’ll march 
and e’er the foe can make a stand we’ll surprise him e’en before his 
strongest hold! 

Des Yet it grieves me much, my liege, that in our ranks there could 
be found a single man to shame the Irish name and prove himself a 
traitor ; that base O'Donnel, e’er the fight, drew off his sept and 
joined the English standard. 
Hugh, |x. c.) Perish his name in Ireland’s list of nobles, a curse 
will surely follow him who aims a deadly blow against his mother ! 
O’B {t. c.] We disown a wretch who would enslave his country to 
‘satisfy his revenge—tho’ it would grieve my heart to stain my sword 
in Trish blood, yet I have sworn to strike at all who oppose my 
country’s liberty. Let base O'Donnel then beware—when next we 
-_ meet his life or mine must stand upon the issue of the contest! 


4 






Enter O’ Rouks, L. U. E. 


O’ R My liege there waits an envoy from the English camp ; he comes 
to offer terms. 

O’'N {[r. c.] Terms to us who are the victors ; well, well, we’ll hear 
the message—admit the envoy. 4 
Exit O’ ROUKE L. U. BE. 
O’ B Now we'll see what haughty England will presume " Niles 

Lusic. 
Enter Str Henry Banat conducted by O’ RouKE. 


O’N Now, what from the English camp ? 
= Sir H This—I come, misguided men, from England’s Queen, your 
3 Mistress and— 
O’B Hold sir! We are Ireland’s true and faithful sons and never 
_ have nor never will acknowledge the right of England’s Queen 
to govern us! 

O’N Hold, O’Brien! Speak on Sir. 

Sir H. I am commanded to address the Chief, O’Neil. Her Majesty 
wishing to spare her subject’s blood deigns to offer terms to all 
who have taken arms against her power. 

O’N Say on sir. 

Sir H [Unrolling a scroll and reading.| ‘‘ To thee, O'Neal, she offers 
the earldom of Tyrone with equal rank to the Peer of England. 
To all the other chiefs, she deigns to offer pardon, free and full, for 
past offences provided they renew their oath’s of allegiance to Eng- 
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land’s crown? To the chieftains Desmond and O’Brien if they swear 
fealty ’’— a 

OB Fealty to whom, to England’s Queen, and from O’Brien. 
Never! never! Rather death in any shape, than so basely yield! 
am I Dane, oramI slave! DidIe’er kneel to England’s Quee 
or swear to her to glut her pride by oath or homage? Attest m 
words ye who are here, that as I ever scorned, sodo [in unblenching © 
strength of spirit, defy, spurn and laugh at England’s power ! 

Crosses to R. C. 

Des We make no terms with tyrants, and had I a thousand lives 
I’d give them all for my country’s liberty’ and feel I paid to poor a 
price for such distinction. What say ye, my friends? 

All Death or freedom ! 

Sir H What says O’ Neal ! : 

O’N This my answer, and so report it: ‘‘ If Elizabeth, your Mis- 
tress, be Queen of England, Iam O’Neal, King of Ulster and Con- 
naught. I never made peace with her without first having been 
solicited to by her. I am not ambitious of the abject title of 
Earl. My birth and family both raise me aboveit. I will not yield 
precedence to anyone. My ancestors have been Kings of Ireland. I 
have gained a kingdom by my sword, and by the sword will I main- 
tain it. Let your invading army quit our shores ; then we'll treat of — 
peace, on equal terms—refuse, and arm to arm we meet in bloody — 
conflict, you to oppress and we for our native rights.’’ 

Sir H Think of our force on sea and land ; be not deceived by this 
battle ye have lately won. The Earl of Essex with a force o’er- 
whelming now marches through this Isle. 

O’ B [Crossing to c.] Let them come ; hardy and determined hearts 
in Ireland’s ranks have taken arms to purge their land of England’s 
iron yoke ; before high heaven have we sworn to perish as martyrs 
in this holy cause, or restore our country to her ancient rights ! 
Tho’ the invaders of Elizabeth swarm thro’ the land; though their 
thousand ships hang around our coast, yet the resolutions to defend 
ourselves remains unshaken ! Countrymen, shall all this pomp of 
warfare compel us to yield, to kiss the foot which for ages past 
spurned and trampled on our necks? By our fathers sacred memory, 
by the pure and noble spirit of those heroes whose martyr blood has 
deluged our mother earth, never! never ! 

[Crossing to Rn. and back to o. 

Sir H Methinks O’Brien, ere he spoke so rash, would pause and 
think on the fate of all who have rebelled against our power ; then, 
perchance, would he counsel submission. 

O’B [On t.] When I am base enough to counsel that, may Heay- « 
en’s red wrath o’erwhelm me for the crime, and blast my memory 
with a coward’s name! Submission! rather let desolating war rage 
uncontrolled, and all the world against us come in arms—we’ll meet 
the shock, though we perished in one mighty general ruin ! 

Sir H And are these the sentiments of all around ? 

All ‘‘ Faugh a balla!’’ [Clashing of swords and shields. 

Des Return, and say ye find no traitors in the Irish ranks. We 
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are resolved, if we live, to live in freedom; and if ye conquer, it 
tv must be o’er the.prostrate forms of all those who have sworn to de- 
" fend their children and their homes against our oppressor’s power. 

Sir H Farewell! I grieve I must so report. 

O’N Give him safe conduct to the English lines. [O’RovukE conducts 
m H. out, t. vu. x.] Chiefs, prepare for march. Again we'll meet 
the foe. From trusty spies I’m well informed they have fortified 
the town of Newry, and dispute our passage of the bridge. Thither 
will we march ; and should heaven smile upon our efforts, we can 
safely say that Ireland’s free. 













ly 


d Enter PHADRIG, RB. 


Pha Long life till the O’Neal, and may the curse of St. Pathrick 
fall upon the inemies of ould Ireland. 

O’N Thy business? Speak. 

Pha Spake, is it, yer highness? Fate, an’ I will. The princess— 
och, murtheration — 

OB Speak at once! What of her? 
Pha She's kilt inthirely! Och! the murthering gormandizers of 
ae beef ! 

_ OW Dead !—oh! my child—my child! 
~ O’B How? where? 
Pha Och! botheration—I didn’t mane dat, yer highness! She’s 
_ not dead intirely, but she will be if she isn’t rescued from the hands 
of them blackguards, where she is a prisoner ! 

O’ N How came she a prisoner ? 

Pha Fate, yer highness, she wint till the thickest of the battle 
diguised. The little divil, Judy, helped her off, bad luck to the 


O’B Your highness, here I devote myself to the rescue of the 
Princess. March on to Athlone, and be sure I’ll restore her to thy 
arms, or die attempting it. 

Pha Who-o! [Checking himself] I’m wid yer honor. 

O’N Go, brave youth, and an aged father’s prayers shall follow 


ou. 

O’ B Chiefs, whate’er my fate, march boldly on and dispute each 
pass, nor e’er give way while life remains. Kind heaven grant that 
I may rescue our princess—then side by side we'll fight our way to 
liberty or a death of glory. [Exit O’Brien and clan, R. 

O’N May heaven prosper the young O’Brien, that he may restore 
her to this aged heart. My lord of Desmond, muster thou our 
force—then march we on to meet the foe. Glory be our guide, and 
with determined hearts go forth and conquer. ([Vusic. Hvit v. u. 1. 


ae 


i> 
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SCENE Il—The English camp at Newry—A room in the castle, 
Py 


war 


Sir J Tho’ repulsed by these rebels, our retreat to join the mi 
force has been unobstructed. Essex will shortly join us here 
a force which will overwhelm these haughty chiefs. - 
O’D Flushed as they are with victory, they'll make a desperat oo 
resistance. 
Sir J ’Twill bein vain. Our royal mistress has offered pardon 
they’li lay down their arms and submit. Sir Henry Bagnal should 







Enter Str Joun Norris and O’Donnes, R. 


e’er this have returned with their reply. 
O’D They will reject it beyond a doubt. 


Enter Stn Henry BaGnat, Lb. 


Sir J Now, Sir Henry, what answer from the rebel chiefs ? 

Sir H Scorn and defiance. 

Sir J Didst warn them of our power? 

Sir H Of all. They are resolved to conquer or to die. 

Sir J [Crosses to u.] Enough; I know my course! Ho Brandon! 
[Calling u.] Bring forth the | prisoner. Though defeated, we have on 
of the rebel chiefs in our power, and by order of my lord of ae, 
he must die. 


Music. Enter BRANvon and two Souprers conducting Exwnor, who is still 
disguised, t. Slow march. 


Sir J [R. 0.] Now, chief, who art thou? 

El The foe of England ! { 

Sir J Thou wert made prisoner while fighting beneath the rebels 
standard. 

El True—I fought to free the land -that gave me birth from an 
invading foe. 

Sir J For this treason must thou die. 

El Treason! Do you call it treason to defend our children and 
our homes? You come to load us with a bondsman’s fetters! We 
fought to expel your power, and Heaven has thus far crowned our 
arms with conquest. 

Sir J Thy name ? 

El It matters not. If I am to die, my name ye shall not learn— 
but [’ll meet my fate glorifying the cause of Erin’s freedom } 
[O’Donnet, who has been gazing at her in uncertainty, starts as if convinced. 

O'D be c.| Ha! By heaven, Sir John, ’tis the daughter of 
O’Neal ! 

Sir J How? And thus disguised! [Extvor slightly starts. As 
O’DonneEx is advancing towards her she waves him proudly off. 

El Back, thou blot upon the noble name of Ireland’s princes !— 
approach me not! [Threateningly.| Chiefs of England, I scorn any 
further deception. Iamawoman—behold! [Removes her helmet—her 
hair falls upon her shoulders, Orricer advances and receives her helmet. 
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, Sir J Speak ! dost thou acknowledge thyself the daughter of this 
ray arch rebel ? 

Hl |Crossing to Sir Jonn] I am the daugter of O’Neal. He is no 
rebel, but true and lawful king! [Zo O’Donnet] ‘Thou traitor to 
y country and thy faith, why does not the earth open and swallow 
ee! My lord, [Zo Sim J .] I am in your power, a defenceless wo- 
Iman, and I demand of you protection—such protection as becomes 
the daughter of a king. 

Sir J 'Thou wilt be held as hostage for thy rebel sire; and should 
he persist in his rebellious acts, e’en thy life might be sacrificed to 

atone for his numerous crimes. 

El (Suddenly aroused| Proud lord, crime must not be coupled with 
the name of O'Neal in his daughter’s presence, unless back she hurls 
the base degrading word into the slanderer’s teeth ! My noble father 
has taken up arms to restore his country to her once happy inde- 
pendence—at his call, around their native banner, Erin’s warriors 
are assembled, and with one voice they all exclaim, ‘‘ death or free- 
dom!’’ You may conquer, but first you must pass o’er the mangled 
corses of that brave, heroic band! And here am I, though buta 
feeble woman, in your grasp—yet I defy your malice! and I scorn 
your power! Take, then, my life—freely do I resign it in this holy 

cause; and with my latest breath T’ll invoke a blessisg on my op- 
wv pressed country, and implore of Heaven to give her brave defenders 
strength to hurl destruction on your guilty heads ! 

Sir J Enough! Noble O'Donnel, to your care I cone this heroic 
lady—be vigilant. 

OD Fear not, my lord, be sure I’ll hold her safe. Come gait 
lady, I'll attend ‘thee to thy apartment. 

Hi 'To a dungeon loathsome and dark, so it shuts from my sight a 
wretch who has betrayed his country ! [Zo Sir J.] Remember, my lord, 
thou wilt be called upon to render a strict account should harm befall 
me while in thy power! Thou hast consigned me to a traitor’s cus- 
tody, and I demand of thee such protection as befits the rank of 
Ireland’s princess. 

Sir J You have nought to fear from him. 

Hil | Haughtily| I see, my lord, I must protect myself. Lead on— 
no, I cannot follow in a traitor’s path. | Music. Proudly waves 0’ Don- 
NEL aside and goes off R., followed by O’D. and guard. 

Sir J By England’s taaiden queen, I swear she is possessed of a 
noble soul, and ’twere pity that harm should reach her! But come, 
we must keep a wary eye; for be sure these rebels will attempt a 
surprise when they learn their princess is in our power ! 

[ Hieunt, R. 






* 


SCENE II1.—Jnterior of Jupy’s cottage. Plain table, stools, &c., repre- 
senting the furniture of an Irish cabin in the hills of Connaught. .A door in 
the L. ¥. JuDy discovered sweeping. the floor with a broom formed of twigs, 
singing as she works. 
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Jud Sure, Phadrig’s the lad of my heart, — i 
And from him J udy’ll not part— 7 


[She stops suddenly, and throws down the broom. 

The weight at my heart drives all the song from the head. An’ sure 
I wish Phaddy wud be afther cummin home. It’s tiresome pee 
gettin’ widout the lad—and thin my heart is bleeding large drops o 
grief for the darlint princess. Och! murther, murther! if them — 
vagabonds shud be afther ating her ladyship, now—och hone! ' 
hone! what wud become of poor Judy! I shall niver see her agin, 
sure! By the fish that swim in the say, if I cud catch one of them 
outlandish spalpeens—fate, woman as I am, I’d play the shillelah 
jig on his ugly carcase by way of polishing ‘his manners, so I wud. 
[Knock at the door, L ¥.] Come in, if ye are a friend! 


She opens the door, and enter Bacon, with his clothes deranged, and his whole 
appearance bears the marks of severe usage. 


Bac Thank you, my good woman. 
Jud Oh, joy to me! what good luck I have. [Givi he be 
Aside] I t's one of dem spalpeens—murther, acide ae 
alone, now, wont I pay him off wid a skin full ov broken bont 
Bae O dear, I’ve suffered martyrdom in these dreadful wars. I’ve 
been ducked in a foaming torrent and would have been drowned 
but I was too fat to sink. I floated on the surface like an empty 
beer barrel—then I was so beaten’ by some wild Irishman with a cud- 
gel that my body from my head to my heels is perfectly piebald—a “s 
spot of black and a spot of white. Oh, dear, I’m considerably dam- . 
aged, and so hungry. Ive had nothing inside to-day except the « : 
cold water that I swallowed when I was tossing about the torrent. 
I'm s0 hungry, oh, oh. [Pressing his belly] Can’t you give me some- 
thing to eat ?—I’m so hungry. 
Jud Sure I'll be after giving ye supper an’ breakfast all in one, 
you good-for-nothing robber. 
Bac I’m not a robber, woman—I’m a soldier—a warrior—a great 
hero. . 
Jud You a hero! Och! murther. You look more like Biddy 
Brannagan’s fat pig than you do like a soulger. 
Bae Woman, I’ ll—[ Violently; stops suddenly|—I wonder if there’s any 
body about. [Looking] I'll frighten this woman out of something to 
eat. Young woman, do you know who Iam? 
Jud I do dat same? 
Bac [Pompously| Who am I? 
Jud You're a blackguard—[shaking her fist in his face|—an if it isn’t 
out of dat door you’re afther taking that ugly carcass, I'll pitch you 
out of dat window. ‘8 
Bae What a terrible creature—but why should I be afraid of a 
woman—I wont—I’ll have something to eat, for I’m so hungry. 
What’s your name, my good woman? 
Jud Judy O’ Moore, you good-for-nothing limb of ould nick ? 
Bae Then Judy O’ Moore, I command you in the name of Queen 
Elizabeth, Queen of England and Ireland 


? 





‘tm 
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Jud SF up your gab, now! Who made her Queen of Ireland, 
I shud like toknow? Shure she’s not O’Neal, the King of Ireland, 
long life to him ? r 
Bae No! but he’s a rebel, and if we catch him we'll hang him 
thout his dinner ! 
ud You'd hang O’Neal widout his dinner, wud you? Den, by 
y soul, I’ll bate you widout your breakfast ! 


. Hurry. She picks up the broom and beats him about; as he is about to 
out of the D. ¥., BRANDON enters and receives a blow meant for BACON. 


Bran [c.] Hollo! Hollo! What the devil’s this? 

Jud ‘Starting Back,| Och, murther, the whole army is afther comin 
what is to become of me? 

Bae {u. Blowing.| O dear! oh lord! oh my! Brandon, is it you; 

_ how glad lam tosee you. Oh dear!, I do believe you've saved my 
_ life! oh dear! 

Bran 8o my little sprig of shillelah you’ve been drubbing this 
chap, eh? I don’t wonder that you dislike him, he’s but an ugly 
brute, i so don’t be alarmed—I’ll take you under my protec- 









tion. 
_ Bae Oh, lord, that’s too good! 
yh Don’t trouble yourself, I can take care of myself. 


Bran Come, stir about, girl, get something to eat; the army is 
ossing the river, and we must overtake the rear guard; so stir 
about. Mee i j Bis gk 
Moe Ye’ll not get a sup to eat from Judy O’ Moore, and I'll tell ye 

that. 
Bran Ho, ho, woman, I’ll— "Threatening. 


She raises the broom—he dodges back. 


Jud Kape your hands to yourself, or I’ll lave my mark on your 
carcass. a 

Bran You won’t— : 

Jud No! you’ve an Irishwoman’s word for it, and she’ll not break 
it to save the lives of your whole army of vagabond’s. 

Bran Then V'll make so bold as to feast on kisses. 

Bac Look out, ‘Brandon—she don’t cut her nails, 

Bran We'll soon see that. 


Music. As he attempts to seize her, she runs under his arm and runs towards 
the door—he follows—Puanria enters suddenly and with one blow knocks 
BRanpon down, c. Bacon shrinks back u. c. Jupy clings to PHappy. 


Pha Lie asy, honey, with your head on my breast. What does 
this mane, Judy ? 

_ Jud Och, Phady, darlint, ’'m glad you’ve cum. [Clinging to him. 

' Pha Do you see dis chap. [7b Branp.| How’s your head? Get up 
you blackguard, and let dis tache you better manners than to insult 
a helpless girl. 

Bran [r. Rising] One day you'll repent this. 
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Pha Wadn’t you better take it now—you might forget 
ye dirthy divils, out of dis. I’d take you to our but 
disgrace it wid your dirty presence. I'll let you 1e, pervi- 
din’ that you "ll carry your ugly mugs far from dis and ne “3 
back—an’ let me tell you one thing, which you'll bear in mind, t 
a true son of the sod will always protect the girl of his heart fron 
the insults of a blackguard, and defend the hearth where he w. 
born from the invasion of a foreign foe, wid de best blood ' 

veins. 

Bee I say, Brandon, I think we had better off. 

Pha You had that—or I’ll help you wid dis bit of a poker 

Bran Come along, Bacon. [Crosses to p. ¥.] For you, remember. ‘ 

Pha [As Branp goes out] Git out of dis. [Zo Bacon.] Cum here. | 
[He hesitates] Come here you tief of de world. Do you see dis? [Ba=— 
con retreats.| By the powers of Moll Kelly, but I’m the boy to make 
you dance a jig, and dis—[ shaking stick|—shall be de fiddle. 

Bac Don’t—I—I can’t dance—I’m too fat. ; 

Pha Sure, but I'll make you lane if iver you cross my path pen 
So if you'd ‘be afther saving your bacon, Misther Bacon, take my 
advice, and niver show that dirthy mug in any nth wl Til is 


‘s 


chance to meet it. a 


Bac I w-o-ont. uf 


es 












Pha Because if you do, ’ll be afther making mortified | jelly 
your fat carcass. So out of this. [Beats him off, p. ¥.] Now, Jud 
darlint, it’s safe you are. Sure, I popped i in just in the nick. 

Jud So you did, Phady, darlint. bogie 

Pha Wh-o-o! J udy give me another dose of dat. 

Jud [Kisses her] There it is—wid o hundred more, if you’re afther 
wantin’ as many. 

Pha Sure, if I’m not the happiest lad on the sod, it’s not ‘the 
fault of you, Judy—but I must be away to the camp of yonder 
spalpeens, an’ try to git her ladyship away from their clutches. 
The Prince O’ Brien is afther waiting on the other side of the Shan- 
non for me, an’ we’ve to go in disguise into the camp. 

Jud Ochone, Ochone, Och, Phady but you'll be kilt dead — 
s0 you will. 
Pha Be asy now, sure you will honey, don’t ery darlint, and Tet 

me tell you one thing Judy. Phady is thrue to his counthry and her 
cause, and if he does loose his life in the performance of his duty 
its no more than any thrue Irishman wud do when called upon cal- 
ied upon to rescue a helpless woman in distress or, defend the roof — 
that shelters him againt robbers from a foreign land. 

Jud That’s right “Phady, but don’t be killed, but come back to 
your darlint Judy. [Embraci 

Pha To be sure I will Judy—but come wid me to the glen, ap re-, 
member one thing Judy—if I niver do cum back you’ll have the con- 
solation of knowin that Phaddy died in the cause of suffering virtue 
and widout disgracing the name of ould Ireland. [Hait, DF. 
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E ee x idle in Neury, in the beginning of the 15th century. 


: EnterOMDonnes. and officer, B 


OD See that vigilant watch be set, let each guard be doubled, or 
cited as they are by their late ady antag e they may attempt a sur- 
rise. [zit Officer, u.] Fortune has crowned my revenge with com- 
lete success—the proud daughter of O’ Neal is in my power, and shall 
pt my love or become my minion. 








iy ter Denny conducting O’ BRiEN disguised as a Priest, with white wig aid 
= beard. 


Den My lord, here isa holy father of your church who desires ad- 
mittance into the castle that he may grant absolution to the prison- 
ers who are under sentence of death, according to the rights of their 





church. 
OD. He is welcome to see all except the princess, who is confined 
in yonder turret. [Looking BR. 
OB In yonder turret, is it there? [Looking R. 
0 m there, and secure from all hope of escape. 
O’B So aid me heaven she shall be freed. [ Aside. 
O’D Perchance, good Priest, I may require thy aid to-night—so be 
rear at hand. ee. [Exit QO’ Domre, R. 


-O’B Too near, perchance, thou damned traitor ! 
; Den What mutant thou holy father ? ig ae 
O’B Simply asking a blessing for the rightoqns cause. 
' Den Ha! art thou a foe to England! — | 
O’B Had I been such, thinkest thou I should haye ny here. 
Den True, therefore mayest thou roam through our. streets at 
large—so farewell. [Pxit L. w. 


Music. O’Brien watches him off and looks cautiously around and pauses R. 





O’'B Ah! ’tis so; at yonder casement I behold her looking forth ; 
the deep and whirling waters of the Carlingford wend their course 
along the foot of yonder tower, and forth she gazes as tho’ she medi- 
tated whether ’twere best to cast herself into the angry flood or trust 
the mercy of her. captors. [Starting forward.| Ah, hold! in mercy 
hold dear Elinor !—friends.are near—thou shalt be ‘rescued tho’ they 
rend this body limb from limb. 


Puanrig b. disguised as a turf boy. Sings outside. 


Pha (Sees O’Brizn.] An is it there ye are? 

OB. What news, good Phadrig? [Cautionsly. 

Pha Good your honor. I’ve found an ould friend among the left 
of ‘the O'Donnel, an’ he tould me where dey had concealed her lady- 

ya 


_ OB [Pointing x.) q aon yonder, good fellow, and thou mayest see 
sthyeale 
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Pha (Looking .} So it is, bad luck to the we blackg: 
hould her in such a place. 

O’B How can we get admittance there tae % 

Pha I'll do dat, your highness ; if you'll plase to take poor Phaddy’s . 
advice you'll have her out of dat as asy as you can say whisky, it 
spite of de spalpeens that guard her. : 

O’B What do you propose, good friend ? “ 

Pha Aisy, now, an’ I'll tell your lordship ; as I’ve said before, r ve: 
a friend inside that’ Il help me in time of need—for ashamed he is of. ; 
O’Donnel to desart the cause of ould Ireland —so if your lordship | 
wud be afther getting a boat under dat same window, just lave 
Phaddy alone to get her ladyship into it. . 

O’B But how, from such a height? ‘| 

Pha {Looks cautiously around, then opens his cloak and shows a long coil 
in one of the trainers or kith.} Do you see dis ? [Sings] ‘‘I’ve turf for . 
your fires, &c.’’ Now be afther the boat an’ I’m afther her ladyship; 
an’ whin you see the rope doun an’ the lady doesn’t cum doun, you'd 
bether cum up an’ be prepared for a few hard knocks by Way. a 
polish. 

O’B Enough, good Phadrig, I'll to the shore and procure 
be thou but firm and success will crown our efforts. 

‘Pha [o donkey.| Be aisy, ye divil—an’ sure can’t you behave 
youre like a respectable donkey. It’s not many donkeys now that 

the honor to lend himself to rescue a princess ; so be aisy wid ~ 
= cock your eye to the right and keepa sharp lookout. Bar- . 
rin accidents, I'll have de princess out of dat, and be dam’d to them — 
that hould her in bondage—or dey may hang me wid my own rope 
and make a dinner of the donkey. Fate, an’ before it comes to that 













A cee 


T'll give ’em a taste of an Irishman’s fiddle-bow. [Shaking at 
That’ ll make em dance a jig on the head instead of the ee’ [. 
donkey.] Cum along wid you. [Exit RB. singing ** I’ve turf, * ry 


SCENE V.—A Gothic chamber in the Castle of Newry—A fireplace, L. z. — 
A large window in the ©. through which is seen a tower fortified by O’ NEAL 
on the opposite bank, with the bynner of O’ Nwau flying over t—T he Carling- 
ford is supposed to be running beneath the window—A couch R., Table and — 
chairs L.— The Princess EL1NoR (now in female apparel) gazing Strom the 
window. ; 


El I behold my father’s banner waving o’er yon tower—has he 
come to save his child? And O’Brien, too, dear devoted youth—and 
shall my rashness be to thee the cause of peril! Oh! rather, 
Heaven, let me perish, than ill should come to him or to my aged 
sire. Music. 


Enter Puavria, conducted by Dunny, at the door 8. PHADRIG has the . 
kish with the rope in i. S 
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a 4 D a Yor , 
on place. [Pointing to fireplace] Kindle a blaze upon 
the hearth— urn to Le hall pal sub 2 
_ Pha Sure, I will, yourhonor—an’ is that all? 
Den Yes. [Going] I say, did you ever see this rebel O’ Neal ! 
Pha To be shure Ihave. Didn’t you? 
Den Hm, yes; 1 think I did upon thg battle-field yesterday, but 
I hadn’t time to examine him closely, 
. Pha a your honor was bating a retreat, and couldn’t look be- 
hind you? 
ee Den Yes, yes; we were retreating. For, to tell the truth, the half- 
eal starved devils rather got the best of it. 
ey _ Pha The poor half-starved divils, your honor, was afther making 
a meal on the roast beef of England. 
Den Eh? what? No matter —make your fire. 










[Hxit x. uw. Puapria watches Denny off. 


Pha |Cautiously] Whist! whist! 
El [Still at the window, starting Who’s there % ? Ha! 
7 [Sees PHADRIG. 
| Pha Be aisy now, darlint— 
El That voice—I should know it. I’ve heard it ere this. 
. Pha To be sure you have; and if you'll follow my advice you'll 

, hear it many a time again. [Opens his cloak ; she recognizes him. 
na El [Surprised] Phadrig ! 
Pha Be aisy, now-—whist, whist! [Zwkes out the rope, anh ionbes a 
noose. | Now, if it will plase your highness to slip down that rope, 
you'll find a thrue friend atsthe bottom to catch you in his arias, 
and maybe press you to his heart. 

Hi Whom dost thou mean ? 

Pha The Prince 0’— 

OD | Without, x.| Tarry here ; and see you obey my orders. 

ra The divil comes—no, O’ Donnel—but it’s all one! 

That villain! what can he want? 

Pha Fate, he’ll get what he don’t expect if he misbehaves, BK: 
that'll be a broken head, and maybe a broken neck into the bargain. 

Hl Conceal yourself till he departs—he comes. 

Pha So he does, the blackguard ! [Hides behind couch. 





Enter O’ DONNEL, R. 


O’D Now, Princess— 

#i What seekest thou here ? and why am I intruded on ? 

O’D Not quite so lofty, Princess. Once thou didst scorn my prof- 
fered love— 

Hl Hold! Thinkest thou that the daughter of O’Neal could stoop 
to look on thee, traitor as thou art, with other feelings save of 
‘loathing and contempt! Begone, nor longer dare insult me with 
thy hated presence. 

O’D Haughty maid, this rage but adds to thy surpassing beaaty. 

Pha Och, the blackguard. 
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O'D Through thee I’ve deserted the banner: 
joined the foe—be mine, andt shalt again belwe 


O’Donnel fighting side by side with the O’ Neal. 
Ei Thine! never! more welcome death ! fg 
0’ D Then know, proud girl, thy death must shortly follow 
wert taken fighting in the ‘yebel ranks, and thou art doomed to die." 
#i Gladly will Llay down my lite ‘for iny poor, oppressed and 
groaning country ; but even in death the blood of all my race will 
gather found my heart to give me strength to scorn and De: thee 
thou apostate frem thy country and thy God. «nl 

O’D No more. And thus I foree thee to my will. —— [Musie, 


He seizes her, and is dragging her towards the couch when O'BRIEN ets 
through the window and throws O’DONNEL to L. ELINoR springs to the 






embrace of O’ BRIEN. 

O’B Forbear ! 

O’D O’Brien, here ! tae 

O'B Ay, thou stain upon the proud name of Ireland’s — ai 
fenders. oat 

O’ D Ho, within there. we + 

Pha [Starting up.| You'll find a match for a dozen 4 


kguards. 
O’B O'Donnel, thou hast sold thy country y oy tyrant ph eet 
sheaven’ 8 awfu: curse hovers ovef thy guilty h 


aL draws and rushes upon O’ BREN, who” cuts ©’ an 
O ioe Puapria put Exror out of the window. [Laing he 






by rope.) And speak through music. - th Sieh 
O'B Quick, descend, dear Elinor. sh. aS 
El You'll follow ? [Musie. 
Pha To be sure, so down my lady. [She disap 
O’D What, bo! [Rising.] Sound the alarm—the foe ! the foe! 
[ Music err . 
Enter BRANDON and Bacon, R. - a 
O’D Upon him. a eas 
O’B Back, ye cowards, And thou, O’Dounel, traitor,  aseelgile “he 
thou violator of helpless virtue, heaven’ s vengeance will one day el 
sweep thee from the earth. [Musie. vm 
Branpon and O’Donnew altack O’Brien. Piaapeie attacks BACON with a 
his cudgel, who runs around to the couch and endeavors to get under the , Fr, 
bed. Vuappy whacks him well. Al this moment the sword of O’ BRIEN ae 


q 
breaks, and as they are rushing to cut him down Puapria strikes BRANDON re 4 
down wil 3 O’ Donnew at bay. O’Brien seizes Branpon’s sword and 
and cing Donnev. [Alarm bell rings | Brannon rushes over to the 4 
door and_béekons on DENNY and Stix Soupiers. They rushon. PHAD: BADR, 

with his shillelah knocks two or three of them down, and leaps through 
window into the Siannon. At the same time O’ Brien cuts O’ DONNEL a 
down and is seized by Denny, Branpon and Soupiers, and bornedown ©. a 
Three Souprers advance to the window and Jire at Puapria. [Distant i 
drum when SoLDmERS Jire gun. 





~ 
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SCENE I.—The Irish encampment on the bank of the River Carlingford. On 
the opposite side is the town and castle of Newry, fortified by the English. 
The English banner seen above the castle; the banner of O’ NwAu over the 
town, R. 38. A SENTINEL marching along the shore at the. back. [Music. 






Brier Desmonp and Huan O’ Neat Jrom the tower, R. 3 B. 


' Des {x.| I fear O’Brien has failed in his attempt to rescue the 
princess, and doubtless he himself has fallen into the hands of those 
who will extend no mercy to him. 

Hugh {u.| Ay, they will fecl assured that by his death they have 
» lopped off a powerful limb, which will weaken us and strengthen 

them. 

_ Des Too well we know the price that England sets upon his brave, 
Gevot ed head. If they presume to shed his blood, let them tremble, 







for “the avenger cometh, and will demand a dreadful retribution. 
or évery drop of O’Brien’s blood, a-life shall pay. 

' Hugh Let us hope the best. O’Brien were too great a loss for our 
cause to meet. 3 





- O'N [To Dusmoxv] No tidings of the prince, or of my child? 

- O'D None, wy liege ; and I fear me much he hath been captured 
by the foe. 
ON Noble, generous friend, thus to sacrifice himself to preserve 
my dearest child! Let us ope our fears are vain—Heaven will 
surely guard the dear devoted youth for his suffering country’s sake. 
But let the worst befal, should ruthless England shed the blood of 
Jreland’s true and patriotic son, we will revenge his murder a hun- 
dredfold upon the cruel and rapacious bands that now invade our 

| shores ! 
* Pha [Outside] Out of the way, ye divils! [Music. Shows v. u. ®. 


Enier Puapria with Exixor in his arms. He gives her to O’ NEAL. 


O'N My dearest child !—thank heaven, you are restored to me! 

Ph Shure, an’ you've got her safe, your highness, in your arms 
—but the O’Brien, your highness, is fast in the hands of that black- 
guard and traitor, O’ Donne! ! 

O’ N A prisoner !-—but say how was he taken ? 

Pha Not in an aisy manner, you may take your davy. Shure, an 
he peppered some of de spalpeens before he was overpowered by de 
whole troop of vagabonds—an’ you may be shure dat myself played 


”~ 
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the divils tatoo on the thick skulls of two or th 7 
Ould Nick, and be d—d to them! __ =. 
Tit [Reviving and looking around | + MW iny ther! [mbracing| b 
where is he? [Sees Puapric] Now it_all returns to me—he is in th 
hands, and will become their victim for my sake. His blood will 
flow to glut their hate. Oh, why did he not leave mein their hands 7 
rather would I die a hundred deaths than see him perish ! 
O’N Be calin, my child, the prince may yet be rescued. 
El He must, my father! Oh, save him if thou dost love thy 


risked his sacred life for me! pie: 
Pia If your ladyship would make yourself aisy, an’ let poor — 
Phaddy thry. Shure, an’ wasn’t I born on the O’Brien’s land?—an’ . 
arnt I one of his sept? To be shureIlam. [Affected] An’ if they | 
wud take the life of Phaddly for the prince, fate, an’ I'd give it as 
freely as iver 1 struck a blow for my king and counthry. a 
El Thou generous friend! Oh, go, Phadrig! lose not an instant! 
Thou wilt prosper, if the prayers of her whose all is centered 
O’Brien, can avail with high heaven and all the saints. . = 
Pha Shure, an’ if I can’t presarve him, won’t I die al wid 
him. eat - 
O’N If thou dost effect his rescue, the best reviagd the O’Neal can 
give shall be freely thine. ~ w 
Pha Your highness, Phadrig of de Glen, as they call him, niver 
yet took a brive from friend or foe, and whin you tell him of reward 
to save his chief, [A fected] ’tis to the heart of the poor Irishman 
ye’'d sind the shot. The best reward wud be to see him at liberty, 
and fighting for the soil of ould Ireland ; an’ by Saint Pathrick, but 
Phadrig wud be close at his heels in dat same! An’ if your ladyship 
wud jist be afther composing yourself—shure, an’ I'll have de 
O’Brien out of dat before another sun shines on de prison dat houlds 
him! If your ladyship wud be afther granting one bit of a favor, a 
den I-shud go wid a light heart, though Lshould niver come back, Sh 
El Oh, speak! Ask what thou wilt, so thou dost save O’Brien. — 
Pha (Much affected) Ju-Ju-dy—your highness—maybe I*might be 
swinging from a tree on the other side of the river, if thim spalpeens ; 
shud diskiver me. If that shud be the case, I hope yer ladyship ~ 








will take care of the poor girl that wud be broken-hearted if bad ate 
luck shud befal the lad of her heart. Ne 5 


El Fear not for her, thou nobie and generous soul; she shallbea © __ 
sister to me. " 

O’ N What hope hast thou to rescue him? 

Pia lave me alone for that. Shure, an I have a friend in yonder . 
camp will help me a bit. [Zo Exixor}] Farewell, your highness, an’ ee 
if you niver see Phaddy agin, ye may know that he died in the hope : 


of presarving his chief and the cause of ould Ireland against tyranny 4 
and oppression. [Exit i, Fe 
Des And can they hope to conquer us, when in the bosoms of our ae 
peasants beat such true and honest hearts ! ' My 
O'N [To Exinor] Thou necd’st repose, my child. See, thine at- Oy 

. 

a 

ra 

+ 4 


ie 
, a 
| teats await thy bidding. [Mnter Lapms, ArrenpANts and Paass, 
from the tower, Rul eer thee, child, thy spirits droop. 
Lil No, dear fatier, I feel strong in hope that Phadrig will succeed 
his bold attempt. But come what may, be thou assured thy child 
ill live or die worthy the great name of O’Neal and her country’s 


onor. [ Music. She exits into the tower, R., attended. 


-O'N Noble Desmond, hasten with thy sept to the appointed am- 
bush, while I, with my chosen troops will force a passage o’er the 
bridge ; then jointedly will we pour our thunder into the walls of 
" yonder castle, nor pause till victory crowns our arms or death enclose 
_ usin his cold embrace. Let our battle cry swell upon the breeze, 
_ for Ireland’s freedom and vengeance on the invading foe. 


[Plourish. They all rush off, %., shouting. 
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eS? ay es SCENE II.—A hall inside the tower. 


Enter Jupy, RB. 


, Jud Shure, didn’t I hear that Phaddy was back, and brought de prin- 

4 cess in safety—och, where is de boy, where is de jewel-—och, but I’m 

longing to give him a hug for de honor of de sod and de reward of 
love to an honest heart. ff : 


sy. = 


Enter Puanric hastily, u. 


Pha Judy, you little divil. 

Jud Phady! [Rushes into his arms. 

Pha Is’nt dis the reward dat I’m afther? Shure it is. 

Jud Den, honey, vou can have as muchas you'll like. 

* Pha Och, Judy ye divil, its swater to me ye are dan a sup of the 
ra’al Ennisshowen toa thirsty man—but what'll you say if you niver 
clap eyes on me afther dis. 

Jud What do you mane—Shure yer not afther desartin me now ? 

‘Pha Divil a bit, Judy; Phaddy’s not the lad to desart his girl 
while the life is in de body of him—but the chief, Judy, the chief, 
[solemnly| the noble O’Brien is fast in de hands of the inimy. 

Jud An’ he'll be dead intirely, sure he will. 

Pha Niver, Judy, unless dey first take the life of Phaddy. Sure, 
now, war’nt.my mother his nurse, an’ did’nt we both draw life from 
the same breast, an don’t-I luv him nixt to my own darlint Judy, an’ 
wont I die to save him ? ; 

Jud No no, Phady, you'll live to save him—an’ sure if poor Judy 
can be of use, I’m wid you to the last. 

Pha Hurroo! Hurroo! [Half laughing and crying.| Judy, ye divil, 
give me an Irishman’s salute. [Kisses her.| Och! but dats as goad 
as meat to a hungry man. I feel as strong as a lion—an’ by de 
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powers, but I'll have de Prince out of dat befor 
on de tower that houlds him. Now, Judy, if 1 
a suit of dem petticoats, an’ den ri smografy 
of de fair sex just for de edification of yonder ig doom: eh 

Jud Shure, Phady, your’e not going to make a lady of yourself to. 
go amongst dem blackguards—shure, they will diskiver you, Phady, * 
thin you'll be hanged up intirély. Bese 

Pha Och! divila bit, Judy, I'll slip through their fingers: fuint @ as 
asy as cream runs down the throat of a cat. Cum, honey; let me | 
have the decorations of female illegance—dat’s adarlint. [Jupy goes 
of, R.| Sure, now, dat same Judy wud makea great. mire parril 
she’s a woman. - 


Re-enter Jupy with female attire, R. 


Jud Here, Phady—an’ shure you'll not be able to get into the duds 
after the manner of a female ? 

Pha Let an Irishman alone to find out the way of dat. Judy, if 
you niver see Phaddy again, you may be sure that he will die wid 
your name on his lips. Cum wid me to the draw bridge, and whin 
I’m away you'll say to her ladyship dat ‘Phady will kape . 
and bring de chief back to her in spite of dem spalpeens 
to aid ’em. 


1 


SCENE Il. a oo Camp— A Sheet iri aude 
ots ‘ie 
Enter Sin Joun Norgis the Ear or Essex and Sir Henry Baanat, 
R. 2 £E.—Lngtish March. ua 
Ess Thus, my lords, it stands. I must either return to. asda 
or see my power with our Royal Mistress wrested from me by am- 
bitious Leicester, who is, as 1am. by secret friends informed, in fayer 
almost as high as I. titen 
Sir J Yet, my lord to leave these wars to which you, were; sent, 
without; the ‘council’s leave. 
Ess ’Tis that I pause upon. Were I assured I could see Elizabeth 
ere my arriyal was widely know, then could I defy their malice ;, — 
let the worst befal—the issue of the morrow’s battle will decide r 
course. If we conquer these audacious rebels, ’twill be the death 
blow to all their future hopes; then am I free togo. Once more 
reinstated at the court, let, those beware who have dared defame Wa 
name and usurp my power. 
Sir H We have in our power one of the strongest Pimbs of thia, 
rebellion. O’Brien of Thoumond has been captured by the brave 
O'Donnel. By that, one step has been achieved towards their down-. 


all. 
Sir J And, by your command, my lord, he must die, as an examples 
to this lawless band. 


UE: 
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iss Be it so. These stubborn Irish must be harshly dealt with ; 
hey have drenched this soil with English blood, and treasure with- 
out count has been expended in these wars; we have offered terms 
which have been refused With scorn ; her majesty has proscribed 
eir leaders names, and if taken they must pay the forfeit. 

Sir J They are now conducting him to his prison. If your lord- 
ip pleases, you may by a few questions urged, judge with what we 
ve to cope. : | Music. 
ee ‘ 
wer two Soupiers led by Denny—then O’Brien chained, followed by two 
¢ Soxtprers, and last O’ DoNNEL, L. 









Tn, 


. 4 
ay * 
e" is : 


__ Hssex [R] This haughty bearing beseemeth not a rebel. Thou’rt 
he whose daring deeds have been the boast of your rebellious bands— 
the foe who has lighted us through our wasted lands by the flames 
of burning towns and forests. Now thou art a captive! 

O’B {co} Ay—unarmed and bound. The lords of England are well 
assured of that, and therefore they fear not to approach the captive. 

_ Hs Chief—ere we pass judgment on thee, hast thou ought to offer 

in mitigation of thy crimes? . 

-O'B Crimes! What crimes ? 

Rebellion ’gainst the power of England. . 

_ OB What right has England to invade our shores? We take up 
pm to protect our homes and free our country from the chains of 

ondage. My lord of Essex, do you presume to call it crime for a 

son to defend his mother from the hungry lion’s jaws? For ages 
; have we been down-trodden by the ambitious power of England—our 
cities burnt and plundered ; our sacred altars profaned ; our wives 
and daughters violated ; the aged and the helpless butchered in cold 
blood by licensed bandits, who are sent to exterminate the true de- 
scendants of our ancient people. Invectives are poured out against 
a generous people, who fight for their freedom—tke epithets of rebel 
traitor and barbarian are heaped upon the Irish because they will 
not tamely yield to a hateful yoke. You, my lord, would crush us— 
but we, the hardy and patriotic sons of freedom have sworn upon 
heaven’s high altar, sooner than become the slaves of England, we 
will die Ireland’s martyrs. 

_ #s Ard thou will be the first. Dost thou not know that even 

now they prepare the scaffold for thy treason ? 

O’B Do not bid them,.pause. Do not think the scaffold has aught 
of terror in it when approached by him who his fronted death a 
thousand times to gain his country’s treedom. No! thou shalt not 
see me walk with a heart or step less firm, than when I trod upon 
your necks and o’er your lifeless bodies upon Farna’s bloody field. 
~ O'D {xu} Mark, my lord, with what boasting he doth admit his 
treason. 
~ OB [Turning scornfully to O’ Donnet|. And darest thou presume _ to 
talk of treason? Oh, most degenerate and unnatural parracide ! 
Thou hast turned a deaf ear to thy mother’s sacred prayer and 
plunged the assassin’s deadly knife through her very heart. Dost 
thou not shame to stand upon this thy native soil thus arrayed in 
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arms against its freedom ? PON ow, by my comma os ed on ge 
swear, there’s not a breeze that sweeps acro plains, or torre 


that dashes down her rugged mountainggsteep, but should ‘thu 
in thine ear like a parent’s awful curse. ee) 2 

O’D My lord of Essex, are these insults to be endured? I demand 
that justice be done, and he be made to expiate his guilt upon ik 
scaffold. She 

O’B [Not heeding him] Heaven! are thy thunders idle, and will the 
earth endure his tread? ‘Traitor and apostate—thou blot upon ‘the 
the page of Ireland's glory—thou who dost revel like the hungry 
vulture, in thy country’s blood, laughing in horrid joy at her es ; 
pir ing groans—dost thou not tremble at the avenging wrath of ary 
ven’s eternal power? But no! souls like thine are callous Saehaet Te 
ture’s sacred call. 

O’D [Moved] Forbear, O’Brien. I will no longer brook thy scor 
Would thou wert once more free—then could we meet on eq 
terms upon the battle-field. : 

O'B Oh, that I could meet thee hand to hand! Once at ay 
and didst thou repeat thy challenge, tho’ mountains piled on moun- 
tains stood between us, I'd climb their craggy peaks to ny ee at 
and hurl thy recreant soul into perdition’s yawning gulf. 

fs O’Brien has’t thou aught to urge that may give thee hope 
Elizabeth’s mercy ? , iets 2 

O’B No! What mercy can I hope from her whose h 
stained in kindred blood? Did not the Seottish Queen implore her 
mercy—and did she show it? Ah, no! but to the scaffold se 
her, there to expiate her folly in "confiding herself to. England 
mercy. } a 
- Es Chieftain, desist! [Fiercely] O’ Donnel, to thy close ii Ty he 
is consigned, and on the morrow, e’re the ‘setting sun, let him ex- 
piate his treason upon the public scaffold. [Z'he Sonprers_ om 
around to R., followed by O’DonneL. Essex crosses to L., in front. & 
Joun and Sir Henry behind, to u.] Chieftain, farewell! Hads’t t 
thou submitted to the mercy of our gracious Queen, thou mighs’t 
have preserved ‘thy life. 

O’B I ask it not on terms so base! Lead to my dungeon, and 
be sure I will not shrink from death since ’tis in a holy cause! 
My lord of Essex, hear . may, last prediction! Never can you con- 
quer the indomitable spirit of Ireland’s hardy patriots by acts that 
disgrace the name of war! Think’st thou, proud lord, that Ny 
rid massacre at Enniskillen will be forgotten or forgiven ? 

The blood that drenches now the soil will rise in judgment. before 
heaven’s eternal throne to hurl its vengeance in thunders coe 
upon the heads of those remorseless wretches that. revelled & i 
dying agonies of defenceless age and sleeping innocence. : 
well! Igo to meet my fate, and: even upon_ the bloody s ffold 
will I feel enthroned in glory and proudly die for Ireland’s. ibd 
dom. 


{Music—He proudly waves his hand, and goes Veron of, x, followed ty 
O’ DoNnNEL and SOLDIERS. 




















a. 

4 
a 
yi 
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vie 7 You see, raMglond, tis in vain to offer mercy ! 

_ Es We have no othere yr ep er but to exterminate. Come, 
my lads, let us now prepare fo e “approaching conflict—although 


our force; by odds, exceeds the foe—yet must we be wary, for they 
willsurely defend their cause while hope or life remain. [Zxeunt u. 


7 







SCENE IV.—The Guard-Room leading to the dungeons of the Fortress. A 
massive door, R. 3 &., the entrance toacell. In the R. flat is a large fire- 
. vlace with an oven—the fire beneath the oven lighted ; in the upper part of the 
a L. flat is a door with a stone stair-case leading down to the c.; a lighted 
3 lamp suspended from the o.; a Mess Table u., with wooden dishes and 
drinking cups on it ; a long bench on each side of the table. [ Music. 


Enter at change of scene BRANDON, conducting O’Brign, followed by Denny 
and Soupiers. Branvon unlocks the dungeon door, R. 38. O’BRIEN 
_ walks calmly into it. Branpvon then locks the door and puts the bunch of 
keys in his belt. 
x 
5 _ Bran [x] There he’ssecure. Now soldiers, hence to your quarters, 
and prepare for the coming fight. 


[Music. The Souprers go up the steps and off. 


- Den {u.] Well, comrade, it seems to be our lot to be selected as 
watch-dogs. No matter. I’ve provided a nice supper, which will 
help to pass away the time. 


[Goes to the oven and takes out a large pasty [leaving the oven door open,| and 
‘ puts it on the table and sits on u. of table, BRANDON on the R. 


_ Bran If we had a drop of Irish whisky now to wash this down, 
*twouldn’t be bad—but our general’s orders are so strict about 
drinking liquor, that there’s no hopes of that. 
~ Den Don’t despair. I’ve dispatched our comrade Bacon to.the 
streets--perchance he may light upon some sutler who has smuggled 
a little over the lines. | Hating. 
Bran Well, I wish him luck. [#u2ts.] I wonder if the General 
does without his drop of comfort. 
‘eBae [ Without.] 'This way, good woman. 
Bran Here he comes—and with the whisky too, I hope. 


_ Enter Bacon down the stairs, conducting PuapriG, disguised as a subtler 
5 woman. 


Bae Take care, my good woman. 

Pha |As he is descending.| Where’s your honor afther takin’ a poor 
body. It’s an ugly lookin’ place dis. Shure but you’ll not harm 
me, wud you? 

- Bae O by no means, my charming Diana. [Goes to table. 
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~ Pha In dis gloomy Bliice; its gious to 1 
narves feel a bit shaky. ig 
Den Stuff. This is a guard- ant yonder cell contains th 
rebel chief O’ Brien. . 
Pha eo The divil you say. And is it in dat bit of a he 
you keep him? ; 
Bran Yes, and in the morning he’l] swing. 
Pha O} the blackguard. [ Aside. ] By the- powers but it’s hard now 
to hang a poor fellow by the neck just because he defended the sod — 
where he was born. : 
Bac Don’t mention such a thing, it gives me a terrible appetite to: 
think of it. | Kats vor me 
Den Never mind the prisoner. If you’ve brought us anything to 
drink let’s have it—eat away, Bacon. . oe 
Pha Sure an’ I’ve a drop of the crathur your honor, which is at . ‘ 


1 lady wi 


your sarvice. [Zakes out a large bottle from pocket and fills their cups.] 
Your honors will find dat the rale Ennisshowen, smuggled nately 
through the soulgers, an’ I hope you'll be sacret about this as it 
might get me into throuble, an’ be de ruin of a poor widow dat has 
nine small children to feed and shelter. Och! murther, [ Aside. — 
Den |Drinking.| Never you fear—how much have you got of th 
juice of potatoe ?. [They drink freely. 
Pha I’ve the brother of this chap, honey, [fills] so er us 
’twill make your souls as lightasa feather. [/dling their cw, cis 
your honors dat have to keep watch over the prisoner in dat? 
[Points to cell. ) 
Bran Yes. This O’Donnel darn’t: trust any of his own soldiers for 7 
fear they would let him escape ; so we were set on the inside and ‘ 
they without—that makes it doubly sure, you see. Pye aT 
Pha Yes, I see—its not aisy now to get him out of dat. 
Bra [ Drinking. Not while I have these keys in my possession, 
and this tough arm to defend them. 
_ Bae [His mouth full.| He's safe as this pastry will be in a short my 








and I’m so hungry. ~ =" ia 
‘Den Here, let’s have another flask ? [ Intoxicated. ES 
Pha Had’nt you better wait a little, its mighty strong, and may a 
get into your heads? p aan. © 
Den No, no. Let's have 76: I say. [Drunk. o 
Bran Come, come. More of this juice of the shamrock. u 
Bae Yes, they are thirsty and I’m so hungry. mal 
Pha lf your honors must have it, here goes. [Ausie. Takes out 
another flask and fills. They drink freely. After a short time Denny rolls ac 


off the bench on the floor, and lies stupid.| His nozgin’s gota fill. Bran- 


DON begins to nod, and after a little he falls asleep leaning on the table. Bacon - % 
eating, he choaks ; Puapria knocks him on the back, and pulls a long bone ‘A 
out of his throat. Bacon goes back ta table and exts. : ca 

_ Bae I’m so hungry. e 


Pha This will be an easier job dan I thought for—but how am I to of, 
be clear of dat chap dats feeding on dat pastry afther the manner of < 
apig. I’ve got my fiiend of de O'Donnel clan seeti to help me 
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_ over the wall when ‘re out of dis, ee attempts to rise but 
ers back and sinks on the steps... 

Bae I declare, I'm left master of the field. I’ve lunched a little 
m this pie—bye and bye I'll make out a supper. [Looking at Puan. 
declare I had forgot the woman. [Looking at Branp and Denny 
They are fast enough—there’s no one here but ourselyes—I’ve a 
great mind to whisper a little soft nousense to this woman, I 
will. [ Winking at Puan., motions him to approach. Puan kicks out and 
winks in return. 

Pha | Aside} 'The blackguard ! 

Bae She’s no great beauty—but that’s no matter. 

Pha Vhe ugly divil —to defame the beauty of female innocence. 
But I'll give him supper in airnest.. [Aside.] Won’t your honor take 
a drep of the craythur ? ; 

_ -—s- Bae No. I must keep sober to watch the prisoners. My comrades 
a are a little drunk you see. 
__ Pha Yis, they are a little drunk. [Aside] How de divil shall I get 

Clear of him? | Looking around] Och! I see! 

: _ Bie I say—since we're alone, I want to talk to you, my dear. 
_ Pha Och! murther go way wid your nonsense [Coquetting.} Shure 
your honor’s comin over a poor woman now wid your blarney. — 

_ Lae Not a bit of it. [Puts his arm around him. 
” Pha Aisy, your honor—it’s indelicate to a body. [Dodging away 
~ Bat Nonsense! Come here! I want to talk to you in a reason- 

_able manner. 

' Phe Shure, now, I’m afeard of your honor, soI am. You musn’t 

take advantage of a poor lone body now, that has only her virtue 

to keep her alive, together wid nine small childer. 
_ Bae 7 don’t mean it. [Puts his arm around him. 

* Pha {Laying his head on Bacon’s breast und simpering] Does your 

honor mane to make honorable proposals to me, and become the 

father of the nine small children ready to your hand, honey? 

' Bae No, no! I just want a chaste salute, only to take the wire 

edge off, that’s all. 

- Piha That’s all—to take the wire edge off? 

Bae On my honor ; nothing more. 

Pha It’s a great advantage you’re afther taking of a poor woman 
—but since a chaste salute you’d have, [ll give you one in the Irish 
fashion! [JMusic, chord and hurry! He takes out cudgel from under his 
clothes, and knocks Bacon down ; then puts his foot on him, flourishing his 
stick. 

Pha Did you feel dat, now? Dat’s a chaste salute. 

Bae Don’t kill me, I ain’t finished my supper. 

Pha | Hitting him.) Don’t be alarmed, honey, I’m only taking off 
the wire edge. 

Bac Let me up or Til alarm the guard. He 

‘ [Puapnia stick tie end of the stick in his mouth, 

. Pha Be aisy now—another word of alarm an’ I'll break that pratie 

head inairnest. I’ve a job to do that dow’t require your presence, so 
you Il be afther taken your quarters in dat oven. 










, 
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; As ae 
Bae Oh dear! I can hiss ae roast 
Pha Mind your eye or 11 n and b you belo all 
roasting—so in wid you. * — [Mitshim. 
Bae Oh don’t—I’U go. [As he is going up he attempts lataih Papi ee 
hits him till heisin. Bus. ‘‘ad lib.” Puapria fastens oven door a . 
Bacon is in. oe 
_ Pha Now for de chief. [Music. He looks cautiously about, ‘ae gee 
BRANDON and gets the keys. BRranpdon tuens—he raises his : 
proaches the dungeon and unlocks it.| Hist, hist, your honor, come ou 
dat. {Co 
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Enter O’ Brien from cell, 


O’B Speak, woman! what mystery is this ? 

‘ Pha Asy, now—don’t your honor know me? 
O'B Ah! Phadrig, is it thou? and this disguise ! ake 
Pha Will get you out of dis if your aisy. [Selects hey and url ock 

O’Brien’s chains.]| They’re off—now for escape. ee 
0’ B But how, from this stronghold—how pass the guard w 
Pha That’ s sit, your honor—that same ita I've made my 

D 


ranotiaee of his chief by paging your honor to escape. 
we reach the wall he lets us into the water by a rope, 
strokes will send us amongst a brave set of boys dat is wat 
your ‘honor to lead them on to give the inimy a polish. a 

O’B Let us haste at once. [JMJusic. Puapric gets the sword wh DENNY — 
and gives it to O’ Brixn ; at this moment BRANDON rises. 

Bran Ha! betrayed ! ! surrender ? 

O'B Never! with life! [Music. O'Brien rapidly attacks B 
Bacon bursts from the oven calling help, murder, fire! Puaprie bea 
about—he runs against the table and knocks it over Danny, and fells hi 
DENNY, who rouses and seizes BAoon—they roll about. O’ BRIEN 
BRANDON : he and Puavria rush out at the door above—after they are 0 
instant a discharge of guns is heard, and the alarm drums. Scene 


SCENE V.—A hail in the fortress of O’ NEAL. 


Enver Ecixor wildly, followed by O’ NEAL, R. 





El Thou talkest in vain—even now I see him mount the ae i 
hark to the shout of the assembled crowd! He—— help—even a a 

he dies! Perhaps with frantic voice he calls on me—me! his murd- — ae 
ress! Hark! Ihear his dying groans! There is no gleam of h 

they strike the fatai blow—thou bloody executioner, hold th ae 
See, father, see! he dies! he dies! [Clings to O'Neat. 
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O'N Forbear this wild fury, child, thy brain is wandering—our 
- Tl ps are now arrayed for battle, and he may be rescued. 

~ Hi Saved, didst thou say ? Ah! blessed, blessed word !—but no, 
: ere is no mercy in the hearts of our relentless foe. With horrid 
joy they'll feast their hearts upon the dying groans of this dear, de- 
voted son of Erin’s liberty ! (Shout outside. 
Pha ' Without.| The O’Brien! 
_ El [Sinks on her knees.| Saved! thank heaven ! [ Shouts. 


Enter O’ Brizn, L., followed by Puapria, Tortocgu and Sorprers.  Ett- 
‘ NOR springs to his arms and faints with a scream. 









OB Dear, devoted maid. Bear her gently in, and her sense will 
soon return—it wrings my heart to leave her thus ; but duty calls, 


and I obey. Music. Gives her to Tortoau, who "bears her off BR. 
ee OWN How didst. thou effect thy escape? 
es OB To this, my foster brother, do I owe my safety. Never can 


| Irepay the bold and daring deed. 

* Pha Aisy now. It’s my duty, your highness; an’ that’s all the 
_. reward I’m wanting. I'll just see Judy a bit by way of a polisn ;— 
__ then I’m wid your ‘Shonor right into the nest of them spalpeens, an’ 
we'll give ’em a broadside of Trish thunder that’ll send them to the: 
ue edivil wid colors flying. { Hxit, R. 


Enter Drsmonp and Sonprers, b. 1 5. 





; Des Welcome, O’Brien! Now we are doubly armed to meet.them 
ge _ in the field of fight. 
; ae I thank thee, Desmond Are the soldiers ready to meet the 
oe 
Des Eagerly they await the word to march—-every soul is filled 
with heroic ardor, and will nobly die sooner than resign their free- 
dom for a foreign yoke. 
O’B Brave hearts like them cannot be conquered Remember, 
countrymen, that this blow either makes us slaves or freemen. 
_ Think of our sires, who have nobly bled upon freedom’s altar; let 
us, like them, for our country die—or see her free! [Au shout. — 
O’ BRIEN draws. | Behold, my sword is drawn in Freedom’s mighty 
cause, and ne’er shall it know sheath again till it has throned its 
country’s king, and writ his title in the best blood that warms our 
tyrants hearts! [Crosses tou.]| Come on, brave warriors !—charge 
upon the foe, and with one mighty swoop drive him from the land, 
and set our country free ! [Flourish. They rush off L., shouting. 


SCENE VI.—The bridge and fortress at Newry, on the River Carlingford. 
Lhe fortress is u. 48., with the English banner flying over it ; on the opposite 
bank is seen the Irish camp, with a large tower in the c., with the banner of 
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_.O’ NEAT flying over it. Music. Shouts, guns, cannon and shells. The 
guns from the tower opposite are seen throwing balls of fire during the scene. 
A arty of the Exauisn, led by Sim Joun Norris and Sin Henny Bac- 
NAL, are discovered defending the bridge ; O’ Brien, Desmonp, and @ 
of the Inisu enter on bridge, and force the ExGuisu back into thetower, 
L. 48. PHApDRIG now crosses the bridge, and is met by Denny, who enters 
Srom the iower: they engage, and Puapria drives him off, R. 28. Enter 
Bacon half undressed, in great alarm, from the tower ; he dodges about, 9) 
at a loss which way to go. Enter Puapria ; Bacon sees him, and attempts ~ e 
to run away ; PHADRIG chases him around, and Bacon eludes him, B®. H. ee 
O’Neat, Hueu, MoGurre, McManon, O’Rovuxs, Tortogu, Murroa “ 
and Sotpizrs now'rush over the bridge, which by thisisin flames. O’ BRIEN . 
‘and Desmonp are now driven out by the Exaxisu from the tower. The = 
fight becomes general: Essux, with a small party, force the bridge; when 
Essex is over, the bridge falls with a crash, precipitating the ENGLISH into 
the river. Str JonN, Str Henry, Denny, &c., are overcome by O’ BRIEN, 
O’Nxat, Desmonp, &c. Extnor enters and embraces O’ Briun ; the ban- 
ners of O’Neat and the other chiefs form on either side. The tower is 
blown up, and falls in ruins, [constructed of blocks]. Picture. ‘ 


THE END. 
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